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put a stop to it with the help of "foxes"-as we called the Volksdevtsche who, though Polish citizens, declared themselves of German blood to gain extensive privileges. These informers were invariably thrown out of the trolleys flat on their faces, without even knowing who struck or pushed them, for a crowd would immediately surround the culprit to enable him to disappear in safety.
Barbarka was waiting for me Before the war the cafe used to be crowded every day. Now it was almost empty, but it still retained its charm The Germans never came here, except for the spies whom one could not fail to spot anyway They were a unique brand of human creatures, trying to look either like ruffians from the country marveling at everything in the big city or like blase cosmopolitans interested in nothing but the huge sheet of newspaper covering their faces up to the shifting eyes
"Hi, Barbarka! How s the daughter?"
"I got to tell you something, Mummy," said Barbarka
"Coffee, please," I told the waitress, wrinkling up my nose at the thought of the barley coffee they served at Pomianowski's nowadays "What is it, dear?"
"I can't stay home this afternoon I have to go.. to go ... to work "
"To work? Barbarka, what are you talking about?**
"Well... to my post"
"At what fame?"
I heard my voice then, and it sounded calm. Yet I could hear my heart pounding
"At five o'clock I have to be there," Barbarka spoke evenly, without hesitation, and her own brown eyes looked straight into mine.
I knew I could not fail her then That frail human hope of saving a life that was dearest above all no longer mattered
Tim going, too," I heard my voice saying It was still calm.